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" I know/' said Felicia. " Well go to St.
Albans. There's . . , a cathedral there."

Miss Considine gave the order. Felicia felt
that the true enchantment had begun.
Things had begun to fall into their places
with obedient simplicity. She had but to
appear now and all this tangle would resolve
itself into perfect harmony.

The streets flowed past her, swiftly and
more swiftly, bearing all difficulties away on
their stream. Miss Considine's hand reached
to hers and pressed it gently.

"I get more enjoyment out of being with
you than anything else I know/'

It seemed to Felicia perfectly natural that
she should ; she breathed in the acknowledge-
ment like the air. The car crooned up the
long hill to Finchley. Felicia took out Bos-
ton's letter.

" Read that, Jimmy."

She felt no whisper of curiosity to know
what Miss Considine thought of it. She was
a queen rewarding a devoted serving-woman
with a gesture of intimacy. She hardly lisr
tened to the comment.

" What a wonderful life you do have! "

Of course.

" I've never had a letter like that in my life."